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THE INCORRUPTIBLE ONE 


A Story By Mildred Cram 


the veranda, followed by a abort, 
swarthy man In a crumpled uniform — 
Capt. dal Re, commander of the 
Liberia. They frlanced around with 
the air of conspirators, then Peterson 
waved the Italian to a chair and sat 
down facing: him. directly in the path 
of light. H® whispered, and his words 
floated out over the garden and kin- 
dled an unholy joy in the breast of 
Signor Pug. The banker spat the 
name “Fairchild" with venom and 
disdain: ho spoke of the "despiaed 
and already defeated royalists, slaves 
of the Americans, traitors to Ma- 
gellan He whispered to the esti- 
mable captain of revolutionary troops 
waiting at Porto Bio to pounce upon 
Magella; he whispered of guns and 
ammunition, of loot, of treachery, of 
thefts and awards. Finally, hitching 
his chair closer to Dal Ke. he hatched 
a preposterous plot. 


the determined onslaught of the san- I horizon like a becalmed sea: he hates 
dy-halred American and. introducing i the ugly brick houses, the post office, 
the guest with a frightened bob of j the saloon, the tethered hors-fs with 
his head, disappeared into the kitch- i drooping heads, the heat and dust and 
en. The consul vggs lying In a ham- deadly monotony. He dreams of ad- 
mock. and another young man. very venture in far-off lands — purple seas, 
cool and comfortable in white duck 1 pa j ms and snow-white beaches, 
clothes, was tw anging a guitar in th® I Andrew is gentle; he dreams, but 
3h ? do ?f of a banana tree | his dreams are of a prosperous fu- 

•'HeUo.- the consul said, fitting UP ; turp He SPPS thp prair j P town be- 

“Mv y w«m» h B a Wh»e“ 7he aandv- come a great city; he sees Schmidt 
hair'd one gasped "Second officer «nd White honored and rich. Andrew 
of the I.iberta. Ini looking for a >s married and lives with his wife 
man — Schmidt — Carl Schmidt. Fol- and little son in a neat white house 
lowed him a block and lost him near the bank. 

again. Can you tell me where lie The sandy-haired youngster is talk- 


J His bushy yellow eyebrow's 
were drawn together in a ter- 
rific frown. Hia clear blue 
♦T®»— eyen usually as serene as a 
Rummer sea — were troubled. He 
fWalked majestically away from the 
Kteplaaade. followed a narrow, wind- 
ing street for a short distance and 
entered his own doorway with a sigh 
of relief. It was blistering hot. so 
he went through the house to the 
veranda, where there was at least a 
breath of air and the green shadow 
of tropical tree* and bushes. 

•'Queer.” he said under his breath. 
“Mighty queer. As like as two pen- 
nies. And yet — twenty years." 

He put his big straw hat on the 
floor and stretched himself at length 
' Perspiration 

hands 


Mr. White. There aren't ni: 
pcans in Magella other that 
And your Mr. Schmidt. I ji 
German. No one here by t 
unless" — he turned to tt 
piaver quest inn ingly — "unles 
pens to be at the railway >• 
"Nope." said the guita 
briefly, continuing to p 
strings. 

"I saw him"' said Whit* 
you. 1 followed him for a b 
he got mixed up with th 
and disappeared Bis. blond, 
yellow beard. Panama ha 
ilis feet out like Ibis — 
"Oh. vou mean Peterson. 
TIi.- sandy-haired voungst 
an unpleasant laugh full 
disdain. "So that's what 
himself. Peterson'" 
turned to the consul 
eyes. “Where does he 1 
ing after him. What s 
ing to get him"' 

Tho consul stood up. 
must be some inistal 
quietly. "Mr Peterson 
Magella for twenty > * 
as I know, he lias alwaj 
Peterson He is a bn 
honest, respectable and 
man. Perhaps, the sun 
"I'm all right." >«un 
swered. "I've been irai 
down this coast for t« 
a little thing like a ho 
make me see things, ti 
von mean. The man I 
the beach is not Peters 
Is Schmidt, and ''e s a 
“Have you evr-r_ been in 
before. Mr. White'."' 

•Then how comes it that 
Ognixe a man you have nr 
Peterson hasn t left 1 Ih t f ld J * 
teen years, except to ride 
the foothills." . 

The young man sin ilea, 
it's a long story. 

1'ni right. Maybe 'here are 
in the world who ook 1 
Schmidt. But I doubt it. • 
tell you " _ , h 

"Bv all means. 1 m 
here.' The musical gentlem 
the banana tree is known 
child, or. popularly. 
is on his vacation, twtdd 
thumbs after three month 
bal lands of the ca"jP»«na. 
vol say to us wlH be act 
strictly confidential. 


in a wicker armchair, 
stood on his brow and his 
trembled. He kept licking his lips 
as If thev tasted of salt. But Ins 
huge body was motionless, and lie 
gazed steadilv into the brilliant, tan- 
gled garden, not as it he were seeing 
the waxllke flowers and prodigious 
palms, but as if his eyes were fixed 
on some invisible scene that fasci- 
nated and terrified him. .... 

"Queer." he muttered again. As 
like as two pennies" 

And yet nothing out of the ordinary 
had happened to John Peterson. He 
had gone out. following his usual 
custom, at 11 o'clock and had strolled 
as far as the Piazza Independents, 
keeping alwavs in the shadow of th* 
houses? He was very Imposing in bis 
white linen clothes-a huge h'onde 
fellow, bearded like a, ' ik ‘" s ', hpir 
eyes as blue as Ice beneath their 
shaggy brows. The shouting •Jr''*™ 
of dilapidated cabs * w ® r \? d sh “£P-_ 
out of the «y to avoid him Bare, 
footed moxos gave him ’h* "•*" 

Sidewalk with a subservient courtesy 
Big-eyed, black-haired . *‘1,, 

looked slyly at him «*h« Passed All 
this was exactly as usual. * , , 

was accustomed to be In* “‘'mjred. 

Was he not the Incorruptible banker 
of Magella. a rich citixen and a Ilg 
ure of national importance? 

He began the day like all other 
days with a glass of brandy at' 1 ' 
Cafe Albion. Various -laPb'.r- ^oppe - 
colored young men tipped their straw 
hats in his direction, and some T^J'in 
haired royalist officials, swell erlngln 
frock coats and gloves. bo " e Vt e r- 
low as they passed bis table ! 
son “stood in" with the 
They had been In power for ««'"•» 
years, and it began to look as if 
President Diego were a 
fixture in the old white P» ,3C * wb ‘ C * 
fronted so conspicuous y on the PJ«* 
xa. Magella was growing great- T" 
Fairchild Company, an American sy - 
dlcate. controlled the '» t>u ' 0 “ 3 ™ 
of the Santa Christina. The Marias 
were enriching the royalists. And a 
Yankee railway was bushing across 
the campagna. across the h»lf-de 
•erted interior of Concord!*, linking 
Magella to the rest of the world ■ 

WM^r 

cepted for safekeeping, n the 'mail 
_. r n # banker* the world o\er. in- 

SU'iStTS 

which had drifted into the sleepy 

little republic in the 

American capital. 


liked to come into contact with the 

great outside world, the world he had 
dreamed of for twenty years. Some 
dav he and Cora were going aboard 
the Liberia. to sail forever out of thp 
harbor, northward to crowded, glit- 
tering cities, to civilisation, to pleas- 
ure. Thev were almost done with this 
land of sunshine and languor. They 
were almost done with the deadly 
monotonv of the honest years. 

Just then John Peterson caught 
sight of a young man who was in 
Charge or one of the Liberia's boats. 
He was standing upright, shouting lo 
the oarsmen as the overloaded craft 
shot through the surf and plung-d 
nose-first into the white sand of the 
beach. A tall, sandy-liaired young- 
ster. in a blue flannel shirt and khaki 
trousers — Peterson looked at him and 
felt his heart leap in his breast. 

"As like us two pennies," he thought, 
licking his lips 

He tipped hls hal over his eyes and 
strolled down to the water's edge for 
a better look at the sandy- haired 
American. The youngster stood at 
the tiller, shouting orders in u pretty- 
variety of bilingual cuss words, a 
sort of good-humored, genlie tongue- 
lashing meant to sting the native 
boatmen into something like action. 
They jumped out into the shallow- 
surf. beached the heavy boat, and 
stood by while the passengers came 
ashore. 

Peterson mingled with the crowd, a 
towering, conspicuous man of the 
north. The tropic sun gilded his 
magnificent beard. And the sandy- 
haired American, suddenly relaxing 
to mop his brow with a red bandanna 
handkerchief, caught sight of the In- 
corruptible banker of Magella. For a 
moment their graxe crossed. Petpr- 
son felt a drowning wave of terror, 
but his face was expressionless. He 
glanced beyond the American to the 
open harbor, where the rusty Liberta 
dozed at anchor. Then he turned on 
his heel and walked slowly hack to 
his house In the Via Criatoforo. There 
he stretched himself In his favorite 
wicker chair, clenched his hands, and 
gaxed with lackluster eyes into tfee 
past. 

The sandy-haired youngster, in the 
meantime, had done several astound- 
ing things. First he stared after the 
towering figure of the banker ss If 
he could not believe bis eyes. There 
was smoldering fury, hate and a sort j 
of glad surprise in his glance. He 
stood rigid by the tiller of the Lib- 
eria's boat, unconscious of the burn- 
— - . ing sun which beat down on the top 

wake of North 0 f his head with the withering In- I 
tensity of sun plus a magnifying] 


-I tell 
M-k. But 
scenery 
fellow — 
Turns 


er laughed, 
of angry 
he calls 
Suddenly lie 
with blazing 
ivo? I’m go- 

more. I'm go- 

•I think there 
lie said 
has lived In 
ars. As far 
rs been called 
nker. a very 
trustworthy 


"If we don't." the hoarse whisperer 
warned, "something terrible is going 
to happen to Magella. Do to bed. and 
let me think. But, for God's sake, 
don't give me away.” The song 
ceased abruptly, and the useful sec- 
ond officer closed the manhole again. 
He did not go to bed that night, but 
sat on a stanchion, watching the ex- 
plosions of phosphorus, inaudible and 
daszllng. which stirred the racing 
sea. At dawn he went lo the bridge. 
Dal Re was Still there, his uniform 
more crumpled than ever. Ills quench- 
ed cigar chewed to a pulp. 

"Good morning." he said in feeble 
English, "you sing . like those little' 
birds last night. Signor Why- Eat." 

"I am musical by disinclination.' 
confessed the second officer, smiling 
'•J was singing the hymn of liberty." 

"Liberta!" whispered Dal Re. pound- 
ing his breast with both clenched 
hands "I. too. love the liberty! I. 
too. am patriot. The little countries 
— they, whft you call, step on ray 
hearts. Too long have Magella been 
under the foot of the tyrant crushed. 
I weep!" 

"Ah." said the sandy-haired young- 
ster. coming nearer and lowering his 
voice. "Hows that? Any trouble in 
Magella?" 


THU second officer, wandering for- 
ward. opened t lie hatches with 
ostentatious care for the cargo — 
cargo not likely to reach its destina- 
tion. While he was fumbling there ir t 
the darkness, the disreputable cargo- \ 
dor slipped out on the deck and fell 
immediately Into the relaxed attitude 
of a sleeping nationalist. 

It was done so quickly that the sec- 
ond officer could not be certain that 
the stowaway had left the hold. To' 
the captain's angry shout front th*' 
bridge: “Close the hatches, there!" ha., 
answered cheerfully: "Aye. aye, sir.", 
and obeyed with alacrity. Then he 
went slowly aft to his own quarters, 
conscious of the soft pad of bare feet 
behind him. The cargndor slipped 
Into the little cabin ijke a shadow- 
closing the door and catching White's . 
arm. he whispered: 

"Give me some water! Mine's ail. 
gone. It was hot aa biases down 
there. What's up?" 

'That you, Mr. Fairchild?" 

"Me. Where are we?" 

"Off the capo at 3 o'clock." 

"Who's on the bridge?" 

"Schmidt and the captain. 

"Have you got that gun?" 

"Yes. sir." 

"I don't think you'll need to use It.- 
Listen! I have a hunch.” 

They whispered, sitting side by side 
on the edge of the second officer's 
berth. The eargsdor whispered lo 
White, and White whispered back., 
tense snd ardent as two conspirators 
in a melodrama. 

Outside, the nationalists squattAd on 
their heels, sharpening their knives, 
snd their wits for the impending fray. 
Off to the south. Magella slept be- 
neath the velvet-black sky. Innocent 
ns a cradled babe. Diego's army was- 
phlre cup. A rlhbon of smoke rolled hoi -footing It through the forests 
back from the funnel and hung like Cammarilln. the liberutor. bore down 
a black cable above the water. The from the hills. There was nothing to 
wind had dropped: It wits sweltering prevent the downfall of the govern- . 
hot beneath the canvas deck awnings, ment. except time— time the tmpetu- 
Peterson slept, his head thrown back. ous. The hours passed, and the over- 
hls glorious beard pointed heaven- laden I.iberta, feeling her way- 
ward. He was dreaming of Paris — cool through the Impenetrable darkness;- 
fountains, tulips In bloom, pretty approached the Capo light, passed br- 
wom en. Himself — Peterson — driving neulli Ir. and -turned at right angles 
In the Bois with Cora at his Ride. Per- into the wide mouth of the harbor. A 
fume. Elegance. Beauty. No more of sudden babel of voices rose from the. 

Topic steamer's crowded decks and died 
otton away again like a passing flurry of 
then. wind. Thereafter Cammarillo's in-, 
itible t ion* lists stood motionless and alien'.- 
incss straining their eyes toward the faint . 

lights of the city, 
were a, * * a. 


rpHK <»ptaJn winked solemnly. "You 
love the liberty?" 

"How much Is it worth?" 

"One hundred dollars." 

"Not enough." 

'Two hundred." 

"Tou're on. Veeva! What's tho 
game?" 

Dal Re stepped close to his second 
officer and whispered: "Listen. Big 
revolution in Magella. fra — two days. 
We go in to Porto Bio tonight and get 


I MEAN WHAT I SAY. YOU'RE GOING TO RfS THE LIBERIA 
. MR. W HITE W ILL COMMUNICATE WITH THE ENGINE ROOM." 


those days — and left Hchtnldt in 
charge of th*- bank. When he came 
home, he found that Schmidt had 
eloped with all the money he could 
lay his hands on. He had fixed the 
books. He had cleaned out the safe. 
He was gone! And he hadn't left g 
footprint In the prairie sands." 

Young White met the consul’s eyes 
squarely. "I saw Schmidt on the 
beach twenty minutes ago. How did 
I know him? I grew up with the hate 
of him in my heart. My father had 
a photograph of him on the mantel- 
shelf in the parlor, and about once a 
day he'd point to it and say: "That s 
the man who ruined me.' It was true. 
He carried l he burden of Schmidt's 
crime until he died 
thing of 
about the glob, 
ing my eyes open I 
with curly beards 
him." 

The consul shook ills head "Peter- 
son may he Carl Schmidt, or again he 
may be the sixth son of a Swedish 
earl. He came here twenty years ago 


LASH back twenty-five years, 
gold and blue and purple ol 


consul. Miancni. aici.artnj. ana *ne ^. 0 RA PATERSON had about her an 
fo^yourselL UWff S £ 

the city, the whole population will 8b * ***" superbly tall free of gait. 

swing to our side. Them! " The In. blond as a Norse goddess. Her skin 

corruptible one leaned back In his W33 faintly tinged with the golden 
chair, hooked his thumbs under his brown of her mother's race. She came 
suspenders, and smiled behind the up the side ladder to, the Mberta’s 
golden glory of his beard. 

The little captain glanced away with the second officer's ardent eyes. There- 
a troubled frown. 'There are loyal after, be It said now. their gate met 
troops." and clung more often than was neces- 

•'Aslec-p! Asleep! Drugged with sa ry. Peterson was close behind her. 
idleness and too much security. My carrying two suit cases made of wov- 
dcar fellow, all you have to do Is lo pn Btr , w 

take the troops aboard at Porto Bio. a-ht*. r«r™-.,,t .-..-s 

bring then, into Magella harbor at .7°™* E !*'* Jr To„' ! M,' 

night and Walt for your reward. It ,h * brlm °. r , 1,13 c * p ' ^ ou rr , 

will he ample." Peterson, aren t you? Tour cabins 

Still the captain demurred shuffling forward, sir.” 
his feet and waving his hands. "Sup- Peterson drew a deep breath, but 
pose my crew " his frosty eyes did not waver. “Yes. 

"You can buy vour crew. See here." Peterson. We're going as far as 

From an inside pocket the banker Porto Bio." 
produced a roll of bills: a roll so fat. The second officer bawled for a deck 
so compact, so crisp, that Dal R"'s hand and sent the incorruptible bank. 

1 f ’ , * r,ed from his head. "Amply er and his daughter away to ihclr 
sufficient, he said, th ckly. suddenly „ lun> . ca bin. When they had dlsap- 
“""“‘V of £ bJ,,rt pcared he executed a few neat. 

ns h in I in, .ViT ecstatic dance steps on the closed 

*on s nand into the raptafn s and dis- . , . . , 

appeared with surprising rapidity batch. And .down in the, steaming. 


S. 000 men with guns. Take them back. 
No one knows. Make to enter the port 
at dark. Ssh! No one hears. Land at 
cuaiomhouse. Capture city. Easy. 
Like that! All for the liberty. Day 
. .beyond tomorrow all royaJIats are 

dirty deck, glanced about, and caught j , n d all nationalists are rich. 

Ebbene." 

"Anything you say. it listens well. 
I'd rather he a rich nationalist than a 
dead royalist. Give me the two hun- 
dred." 

Dal Re sighed and stripped some 
green bills from the fat wad he car- 
ried in the Inside pocket of hi« dirty 
linen Jacket. The sun had bounced 
above the horizon like an enormou- 
jack-ln-lhe-box. and the sea was a 


I've been some- 
traveler. I've knocked 
for four years, keep- 
for tall, blond men 
I've found 


Teresa L'lioa Ban Martino de \ega. 
none of which was her rightful name. 

They lived at Numero 6. Via Cristo- 
foro. You might drop around and 
take another look at Peterson. 

The sandy-haired youngster put 
down the empty glass and offered the 
consul his hand- 'Thanks." he said 
briefly. “I will " 

When he bad gone the consul and 
Pug e.xchangcd a look full of under- 
standing. Pug rose from his loung- 
ing position beneath the banana tree 
found his hat. and followed the 
youngster to the water front. White 
jumped into the ^ ber ' a ' 8 , b0 " 
was rowed swiftly across the harbor. 

Then Pug found a bench in the 

shadow of the dusty trees *’""*„.* ubersnee. "I knoi 
esplanade, and. tipping hls hot OYer that." 
his eyes, sat down to wait. Hn . ^ They waited, b 

all the afternoon, strewing cigarette p P ie„ on and thp 

stubs around the bench and whist Mng prta h>d pajlsp ^ 

antique comic opera tunes. He was Somewhere with 
homesick for trolley cars. “"Phalt. f , lnt tlnJcI( , of 
gasoline and „ be high, sweet voice 

pungent essence of clvIUzatton. Me- 

gella was growing dull. There was p UK 1ooapnpd h 
nothing to disturb the changeless mo- a j onate avpn(r * r 0 


Cora and the second officer 
standing side by side, watching the 
spray of flying fish away from the q-HKHE was 
Liberia's slicing prow. Funny, how 1 fr „ c . ond 
like the youngster was • • • What • PC0 " fl nn 

had the captain called him? Why- bridge. He w 
Eat? Why-Eat? White! Peterson felt his shadow- — h 
again the drowning wave of terror. , hP smotheril 
Cora and the youngster were looking 
into one another's eyes: their shoulders mysterious hoi 

touched He should have left her fore ihc dawn 

at home; danger or no danger, she 
would have been safer in the garden 
of Numero S than here with thai|ing tlm channel 
laughing chap who w-as so dumnnbly 
like • • • 

Cora w-as paying no attention to him. 

She had found the end of the rainbow 
In the sandv-haired youngster's 
dent eyes. 


Teterson and Dal Re were watch- 
inletitly. Now and 
then a hell rang, the steamer trem-f 

bleed, slopped, then slid forward 
ngain. feeling her way between the 
ar encroaching reefs 

an occasional scrap at the railway he whIspered.'''We"ob”sequies”are“nnf The b “ nker threw back hls head dent evesT ' . .. 'We will take her io the customs 

camp and a Sunday bullfight in the yet. Do you understand^tahan ' No* “ nd l8t the c ° o1 br «*»® s P <,r ' ln his * * * * wb “ rf .. D .“ I . R '* whlspera*. 

Arena Goldoni. Here, between the Tour enemy. Carl Schmidt has he?n "maxing heard. "There Is a cure for . . .. 'Bene. Peterson answered ln a calm 

toppling mountains and the purple fryln(r his own gofse He has b«E »" * uch mean hesitations and fears. " TOWARD night land rone out of the voice 

sea. the white city dozed like a pretty spinning hls own shroud " He Is aa he said pleasantly. "I carry it In my ocean like a heap of fantastic •j us, ,, ' pn bo, h ° r 'hem became onn- 
woman In eternal siesta. Decidedly. g P ? od as' dew alreadT Pocket yo" hip pocket, and 1 learned to use It on etorm clouds . The Llbfrt(l turnPd , t *£•.» of a 

life was stale. little gun and listen to me Mv n«m« the plains of my own country, where , , , . . . .. , „ , °J tncir packs, as ir a coia nnger 

Pug waited until the orange sun- is Fairchild. I mean what I "ay men shoot to kill. By the way. 'mleo r'ffht angles and before the last of had been laid upon their spines with 

set had faded into dusk, partly be- x will deliver thine enemy Into thine mlo. »hat do you call your second of- the twilight had flickered out. poked .iT'.infJUUi 

Veranda! " ^by-Eat." explained D.l Re. lick- ^ ^ ^ £ HS SSSi 

Sr„ n ^‘b , e ,y sc^t e N^V^ h SS e e r n; 2S5 SUSVS 'VWm, W . l0 . ta . He b.s PO T rt b 0 eTo°w„Use,f was a mere handful 

like a blanket quenching 'he las' reel ion of the Cafe Albion. The been hanging around my daughter all of white houses strung like a pear! ••Sry name Is Fairchild I mean 

again tlfe steady^cilck of oars and the o^Carl sSi^dt." bnt th * J ° k# “ '^uVdenfy'the captain of th, Liberia necklace along the shore. A score of wha. I , You^o.ng U ran the 

£"'4 sssrs th® ^it^L^w:: $3,^ 

Pug saw him when c J°" 8 .* d .* b ? fhe th rlnr ,T ^r" b !* Ck i “H r 5 n<1 down at h,v ® to b ® ib ® everyhedy. What you let go and she came to rest, a strange wj nk j-p blow Vour beads og^^jeth- 

rn P lhS“?:und P p‘o? lVht c„t bra Tie W .11." -und^reached the ears of passengers 

ritS e th^ I thick h sh«daw P of B fh"*water? another as one^ln^to^nother"^ *° ® ,en . th ® m®anest half-breed fighting Even In the hold, where he crouch- island, and (he royalist* forced Inow 

w aa* * w, r* *‘ Uence - s^sa : 4 ssr, 

h WhHe‘' turned" in"o th2°vSf 'Crist*- Whe4eTre " C ° r% ' Cor * : T®® *‘ dred ° Ut ° f * h * ^ Thed ripplng^f gigantic ha'rbor."' 1 "^ b '° W yT>a ° Ut ° f ' h# 

» T f • • • * avol^erie^eTl^uTs.;: 

hfev w e; r ixVs o, on nK . h*r^ss2i f i7n h : 2 th * V&jt £& Wsf & ^ 

ss r,:K P ;:rs 


THE g ANDY-HAIRED YOt NGSTER CAI7GHT CORA AND WHISPERED 
IN HER KARl “PM CORING BACK. FOR IOC. I DON'T LIKE YOUR POP 
OVHMICH, BIT I DOVE YOU." 


was dozing on a corner and the 
American accosted him. 

"Fay! Where's the American con- 
sulate in this placer' 

Th.- policeman made polite gestures. 

"Non capisco signore." 

"Consulate! American! Why th* 
blazes don't you apeak English? Con- 
euiato Amrricano 

ett* — now open up 

The policeman accepted the cigar 
cite, smiled, shrugged hls shoulders | aud a little bent. 


him there Is a man strangely like the 
HerCs a eigar- sandy-haired youngster who raced 
as no re at Magella in one of the Li- 
beria's boats, strangely like, yet older 

__ _ t. Peterson calls this 

and pointed with his thumb toward i man Andrew, and Andrew calls Pc- 
the Via della Pace. terson Carl. Andrew White and Carl 

"I get you." the youngster panted. Schmidt, partners In business, stanch 
and ran- friends. 

The consul was In. His Tndian boy C"H Schmidt is a dreamer. He hates 
baoifccd bwml into th« jatio toil ore the AM praria stretching to every 
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